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TO THE EEADEE. 



HATiKa superintended the printing *o{ this ' Thought 
in Yerse/ I may perhaps be allowed to bespeak indul- 
gence for anything which may appear crude in the 
opinions or perfonnance of the Author ; whose absence 
fix>m England prevents any ftirther revise than a cor- 
rection of the press. 

CAHOLINE NOETON. 



THE TURKISH FLAG. 



*^ In 1848 an Ewvpe wu i^ in arms. In 1849 Eurcpe began 
to be pacified. Then Peaee-Congreeees, Peace^AdcocaUe^ Peace- 
Societiet, and Peace-Prophets became the fashion of the day, Nov>y 
that humour is over; and the world is all for war agam.*^ — Lettebs 
FBOM THB East. 



Men said that Wab was driyen out ; 
And pale Peace, crowned with fraitftd palms. 
Was carried victor, with glad psalms 

And manly cheers, on shoulders stout. 

That sacred Image, safe restored, — 
All worshipped at the nnlanrelled shrine ; 
Wab's bloodstained wreaths we ceased to twine ; 

Pbacb was the Goddess we adored ! 

Borne high aloft, with calm fixed gaze 
She seemed to role the eddying crowd ; 
With silver smile drank in the lond 

Hosannas chaonted in her praise. 
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She was to ste^ down from her throne, 
And traverse all the chastened land ; 
With Eoyal touch, and healing hand, 

Making the feyerish world her own* 

All men, like Baleigh, were to spread 
Embroidered vestments in the street, 
For those processional fair feet, — 

In homage to their Queenly tread ; 

And out through fields she was to pass ; 
Where blushing clover scents the lea,— 
Or harvest lifts its burnished sea, — 

To bowers among the untrodden grass. 

" FsACE reigns !" The message found our minds 

Credent, and fiill of holy fire ; 

Her welcome chimed from many a spire, 
And sweetly burthened sea-bound winds. 

' We stripped the liveried red and gold 
From the puffed staggering bully. Was ,- 
And decked with many an argent star 
HsB heavenly robes of azure fold. 
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The World enshrined her in its heart ; 
Earth, it was said, shotdd cease to taint 
God^s air with blood-stleams fool and faint ; 

Incense of Nature, and of Art, 

Should float around all human things ; 
Bound cottage trellis, — ^palace wall, — 
And lingering in the sense of all. 

Sooth ^e vexed mood of angiy kings ; 

Bless the poor toil- worn artisan ; 
Mock Hie now vacant watch and ward 
Of stone-hewn forts, — whose grim regard 

No coasting enemy could scan ; 

While Nations interchanged with joy 
Successful labour's various fruits ; 
And music from Arcadian flutes 

Sang sweet of brotherly emfdoy. 

** PtBACB reigns !'*— Oh unfulfilled vain words ! 
Murmurs like those from slumbering lips. 
When love-dreams gild the night's eclipse i 

I wake, — ^and lo i the clash of swords,— 
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Lo r journals scored with spurring print,— 
And statesmen whirled by heady flood 
Of patriot throngs who fcent out blood, — 

And ^ hearts of oak ' grown hearts of flint. 

Infectious courage hotlj glows ; 
Like beacons on the mountain's height 
Each watch-fire breeds another hght, 

As the red summons onward goes -, 

And a bright Martyr-death to eam^ — 

For this^— even women^s hearts may feel 
Exultant midst the clash of steel» — 

And fools may dare» and cowards bum : 

Much more, — called out in time of need,. 
Marshalled by names beloyed and known. 
And loyal to a welcome throne, — 

Old England's hem-hearted breed. 

But, for what Causb is lifted high, 
The Standard that with silent fall 
Hath long hung drooping on the wall. 

Still waiting for such rallying cry P 
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For whom, with fierce and doBperate love, 
Pledge-we the sacred trost of life. 
Cry " resoae " in this foreign strife. 

And fling to earth our challenge-glove P 

Who is the Yictim, sore distrest, 

Ghiyalroiis EngLmd, gallant France, 

For whom your champion troopa adyanoe-^ 

Your lances qniyer in the rest P 

How strangely sounds the double league ! 
And how conftised the gain or loss 
That blends the Crescent with the Cross, 
True faith with mercantile intrigue I 

What if a man whose yeins are snow. 
Tramp on the turban of the slave f 
God shall fill fast the Bussian's grare. 

Yet God shall smite the Christian's foe. 

Just is the Judgement of to-day, \ 

For bloody deeds in former years ; 
When Scio's wrongs and Soio's tears^ 

O'er Eng^lish sympathy held sway. 
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Just is that honor from afar ; 

(Although we shrink to hear the groan 
That tells in stifled helpless tone. 

Of massacre— and not of war.) 

When Bussian gons boomed o'er the flood. 
Did not sad Grecians ghosts arise, 
And haimt, with faint forgottea cries. 

The death-surge red with Turkish blood P 

The guilty past held Scio's spoils 
Deep-buried ; as some j^eral cell 
Keeps the grim leaden coffin shell. 

Which Griefs vain longing sternly foils. 

But hurling back the heavy lid, 
We know past murderous events, 
By the death spots and dagger-rents 

That wronged her ere her corse was hid. 

The struggle of her agony 

Lies festering now before my gaze ; 

The foulest butcher-deed of days 
When Treason slaughtered Liberty ! 
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Assassin stabs deform her breast ; 

Hacked with more wounds than brayemen give,— 

(Whose flashing sword permits to lire, 
Or smites at once to honored rest). 

Knthless thy scymetar, proad Turk ! 

Children, whose lires were bnt a day. 

Beside their dying mothers lay,->- 
£re glutted vengeance slacked its work. 

And then ye bore to Heathen thrall. 

Sad Tirgins wringing rosaried hands. 

And boys, young exiles firom the lands 
Where ye had bid their fathers fall. 

Over fair cities, blackness came ; 

And wild birds fluttered in the street. 

Forsaken by those captive feet. 
And crumbled by devouring flame.* 



* After the massacre -at Sdo, the town, much of which was built of 
white marble, was burnt ; and in 1828 some travellers started a 
coTey of partridges in the principal street 
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But Scio is avenged at length ! 

Her fate is yours ! The bitter throes 
Of struggle brief with barbarous foes — 

The helpless death — the conquered strength ! 

Your fields are tilled ; — ^but harvest grain 
Shall never blunt the reaping steel : 
Crushed 'neath the soldier's death-blanched heel. 

Your vintage shall be poured in vain. 

Your com shall rot,— your fruit shall fall, — 

The hands be stiff should knot your sheaves,— 
The voices mute that stalled your beeves, — 

Choked, the boy-shepherd^s madrigal ! 

Because, in Scio's time^of tears, 

Heb children's blood was poured like wine ; 

And deeds are kept by wrath Divine 
Done in the unatoned-for years ! 

Oh I Isles of Greece— sweet Isles of Greece— 
Ye were the last note on the lyre. 
Of him whose soul of doud and fire 

Laboured with zeal for your release. 
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Self-exiled in his angry mood, 

The wayward heart — th^ spirit high — 

The restless brain— must strive or die ; 
But o'er the sweltering northern flood, 

His music floated baok to Fame ; 

The echo of whose trumpet-breath 

(Like music at an Indian death) 
Stifled the weaker sounds of bhime. 

That Lute — ^with chords so loud and strong — 

Is silent : broken are the strings : 

But deem we Grecia*s suflerings 
A fancy-theme for Byron's song P 

Oh ! twin Armadas, floating by ! 

Ocean's white falcon brood, — ^forbear 

This cause of quarrel ; though ye dare 
The Northern Eagle's conquering eye. 

Leaye the fierce Pagan to his fate. 

The hunted Leopard is at bay, 

Let not the Lion share the fray ; 
'Tis doom — deserred, though sent so late. 
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The giant Power of Europe's awe 
Is but the isstrament of Heaven, 
To whom a moment's strength is given 

To execate a higher kw. 

Grod, who calls back the rolling seas, 

Nor lets the waters overwhelm, 

Shall guide to loss his boastful helm, 
And thin his armies with disease. 

Already dull deliberate death 

Eats out the strength of victor hearts ; 
Slow, in the hospital, departs 

The wasted life— the weary breath. 

And till a holier cause shall claim 

Our arms, — than theirs who treat us still 
As * Christian Dogs ** oppressed at will. 

Proving alliance but a name, — 

Let Peace be still Old England's boast ; 

And keep her flag of truce, unfurled 

So proudly to the wondering world. 
White as the cliffs that guard our coast ! 

♦ The tepi*'-*'*"'- '^^ '^^•Tiitiani is not receiTed in Turkbh Courte of Law. 
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Lo ! as I write, a bitter moan 

Fortells the horrors that shall leap 

With alien swords, in gore to steep 
Our liberal hands, our candid throne ! 

Peacb mourns in her forsaken fane, — 

The hymns of gladness die away, — 

The laughing children leave their play. 
And grey-haired sires lament in rain. 

Sad sighs thrill up the myrtle steep. 

The falcon shrieks and wheels aloft. 

Hushed is the sweet, forgot the soft^ 
And forth the assassin shadows ci^ep. 

Wab is amongst the nations ! Wab I 

With clashing din, its ruin comes ; 

And men march forth firom northern homes 
Whose graves shall be in lands afar. 

Fate lifts the weapon in her hand. 

Shall strike fair Commerce at the root ; 

Wither the bud, and nip the shoot. 
And strew the earth with barren sand. 
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The fair-span glories of tke loom, — 
The quiet hush of altar prayers, — 
The rural tasks, — ^the city wares, — 

All ranish in the coming doom ! 

Was is amongst ns ! War, for those 

Who gave us wounds yet scarcely healed : 
Yea, in their service we may wield 

Weapons that struck them once aafoes. 

Our Poor shall pine with stinted bread ; 
Our Merchants pause at every turn 
Despotic Russia's will to learn, 

And Enterprise lie faint and dead. 

And yet a heavier chain we drag,— 
Since, aU to check this Eagle*s swoop. 
Our Christian England's neck must stoop 

To march beneath the Turkish Flag ! 



Fdated by RnvBU. and Wkigbt, 16 Liitle Polteney itratt 
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